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Summary: When a 27 year old Ruby Rose finds herself back in her 
teenaged body with 12 extra years of memories chronicling the 
complete and utter destruction of Remnant as she knows it, including 
the deaths of everyone she holds dear, she realizes it's time to play 
for keeps. But how much can the 'Last Huntress of Beacon' actually 
change and how much is she doomed to repeat? 


1 . Prologue - What Once Was 
**Prologue - What Once Was** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Being the most wanted Huntress in Remnant could be a bit of a 
drag . <p> 

Leaping to the side. Ruby Rose, Huntress Extraordinaire, narrowly 
dodged a hail of gunfire with only the edges of her trademark crimson 
cloak swirling in her wake. A huff blew her red fringe out of her one 
good eye. A long scar twisted across her other eye where it sat 
beneath her eye patch, a reminder of the most brutal battle she'd 
ever had. And one she wished she could forget. 

A squad of Atlesian androids tried futilely to track her. Twelve 
enhanced combat robots, standing seven feet tall, heavily armored and 
armed to the teeth with Dust infused ammunition would make any normal 
person's knees quake. But then again. Ruby gave up on normal knees a 
long time ago. 

The desolate, destroyed ruins of the once cheerful city of Vale she 
stood in confirmed that fact beyond a doubt. Twelve years of war 
usually ended up doing that to a city. The fact that, of all the 
countries on the world of Remnant, only Atlas remained, also attested 



to the state of things. 


With a put-upon sigh and a flick of her wrist. Crescent Rose extended 
out into her scythe form. The familiar weight of her custom designed 
weapon sent a spark of reassurance through Ruby's arm and she could 
already feel the supernatural speed of her Semblance electrifying her 
muscles . 

A bloodthirsty grin pulled at her lips as she ducked low and flexed 
her knees. Then with the next breath, she vanished. As did two of the 
robots' heads. 

"Hi, " she chirped. 

To their credit, the androids' programming kicked in mere fractions 
of a second. Sensors locked onto Ruby's new position and robotic 
joints whirred as weapons were brought to bear on the Huntress. 
Unfortunately, for them at least, she was already gone. And she took 
a couple of arms with her after a few quick spins of Crescent 
Rose . 

Gunfire swept up and down the street, tearing ever larger holes 
through the already damaged buildings. But not a single bullet found 
its way remotely near Ruby before she sprinted through the formation 
again. Two more robots for the scrap heap. 

It's just something about two's today, she thought. Maybe it's a 
Tuesday? It could be. Ruby had stopped keeping track of the days long 
enough ago that it just might be a Tuesday for all she knew. Oh well, 
something to consider at a later time. Or to shove into the back of 
her head and try to forget about like most of her other memories. 
Whatever works . 

Ruby landed back in the center of the remaining robotic soldiers. 
Crescent Rose blurred through the air. The Huntress wielded her 
beloved scythe with a masterful touch and the reinforced blade slid 
through armor with naught but a whisper. Dismembered robotic body 
parts clattered across the street. 

It's almost like that game pick up sticks, she thinks. Only with arms 
and legs instead of sticks. So like Yang's version of pick up sticks- 
She stops that train of thought before it goes somewhere 
painful . 

With their numbers dwindling rapidly and their executioner in their 
midst, the robots dive at Ruby in an attempt to bury her. The first 
one barely even turned towards her before she reduced it to scrap. 

The next two forced her to skitter back defensively as she shredded 
their flailing arms. 

The last one slipped past her guard and smashed its plate metal 
gauntlet into her face, sending her careening backwards. Her limp 
body vanished into a pile of burnt out debris and Crescent Rose 
dropped to the cracked asphalt. 

Snapping up its rifle, the android peppered the rubble with gunfire, 
firing nonstop until the chamber clicked shut on an empty magazine. 
The soldier scanned the settling dust, sensors searching for a hint 
life. The alert came a moment too late. 



A black and red blur blasted out of the rubble. The android raised 
its rifle to club the last Huntress only to lose control of its limbs 
as Ruby's fist punctured through its armor and ripped its Dust core 
from its body. A slim hand gripped the edge of its head. The last 
thing the Android's optics saw was a single, murderous, silver eye 
that flashed crimson. Then Ruby tore its head clean off. 

Ruby dropped the useless robot parts to the ground, her ears already 
detecting the patter of paws on broken rubble. A quick flick of her 
wrist, followed by a beep, and Crescent Rose flew back into the 
Huntress' outstretched hand as the first Grimm narrowed in on her, a 
pack of Beowolves easily two dozen strong. 

They clambered over the broken building and slunk out of the 
alleyways, their white bone armor glinting in the light of a dying 
sun. One still clutched a bloody toddler's shoe. 

Anger and rage sent fire racing through her veins, acting as a giant 
emotional flare that called to any of the monstrous Grimm still 
roaming the streets of Vale after Beacon's fall near thirteen years 
ago. Huntsman and huntresses learned very quickly that allowing their 
feelings to run rampant only got them killed as Grimm swarmed them. 
Normally Ruby was an expert at closing off her emotions. She knew 
she'd draw every single Grimm in the city, and probably even ones in 
the forests beyond, to her position if she let herself go. 

However, in this case that's exactly what she wanted. So she let the 
bubbling fury spiral out of control as she confronted these monsters. 
Her knuckles whitened as she grasped Crescent Rose tight. The 
Beowolves circled her, snarling and barking. One dashed forward 
towards the Huntress. 

Ruby vanished, reappearing behind the wolf as it separated into a 
messy pile of limbs before dissolving. Ruby growled. "Next?" 

The remaining Beowolves regarded her cautiously after watching their 
pack mate's dismemberment. Somewhere beneath the swirling inferno 
that encompassed her mind. Ruby recognized their restraint as a mark 
that these were older Grimm, one's who had learned and could 
comprehend the threat a Huntress posed to them. 

Ruby discarded that thought a moment later as she leapt forward, 
spinning her scythe around her as she assaulted another Beowolf. To 
the creature's credit, it blocked the first blow with a well-timed 
claw . 

Unfortunately, it couldn't keep up with the next seventeen strikes. A 
swift kick sent the decapitated head into another wolf's chest, 
distracting it long enough for Ruby to finish it off with sniper 
round to the face. 

Three Grimm down, infinite Grimm remaining, she thought as she 
systematically destroyed the rest of the wolves. Grimm, Androids, 
Humans, or Faunus, it didn't matter. She hunted them all. 

As Ruby finished the last Beowolf off, slow, loud clapping echoed 
down the street. "Quite impressive, little soul. You've been 
pract icing . " 


"About time you showed up, " Ruby said with a scratchy voice as she 



rested Crescent Rose on the cracked street top. It'd been a while 
since she actually used full sentences. She swore she could hear the 
dark grin in response. 

"You know exactly how to draw my attention. Last Huntress, " the voice 
came again. Ruby's mind revved fully speed as she calculated. Above 
and behind her, probably on a rooftop. At least three stories up. 
Perfect . 

Spinning the scythe around her body towards the voice. Ruby buried 
the blade into the ground to stabilize herself and squeezed down on 
the trigger. 

A blazing lance of fire leapt from the barrel, exploding on her new 
opponent's open palm. The Grimm Queen raised an eyebrow. "Now did you 
really expect that to accomplish anything. Little Rose?" 

Another squeeze of the trigger and a bolt of Dust created lightning 
answered her. Ruby snarled, "You do _not_ get to call me by that 
name . " 

Salem harmlessly deflected the lightning to the side where it 
shattered an abandoned building as she spoke, "Watch yourself, little 
soul. You only still exist at my desire." 

"Everyone always underestimates me. You know. Cinder said the same 
thing. And, well, you also know how that ended for her," the Huntress 
shot back, her silver eye glowing ever brighter as she drew her thumb 
across her neck. 

"Do not delude yourself. You humans are all the same," Salem said. 
Black energy gathered at her finger tips and the very air started to 
scream in agony at the unearthly power, "It would take just a finger 
to snuff you out." 

"Try it. See how that works for you," Ruby shot back. 

White flames leaked from her eye and from beneath her eyepatch. Cold 
filled Ruby's chest. Soul numbing cold that gripped her heart. She 
vaguely remembered a time where she could chase away the chill with 
memories of sharp smile, a warm purr, or a terrible pun. 

But she'd buried all of those so deep in her psyche, and Ruby wasn't 
about to unlock that door any time soon. The dead held no bearing on 
the living in Remnant now. 

Steeling herself. Ruby conjured and threw a dozen enormous shards of 
ice at the Queen. Ruby knew it wasn't a particularly original 
opening. In fact, she'd used the same move the last time she and 
Salem had one of their little spats. At the time the Grimm Queen 
easily countered it, so she should have no difficulty replicating 
that very move again. But that's what Ruby was counting on. 

With a disappointed sigh, Salem discharged the energy from her 
fingers. Crisscrossing beams of black power sliced through the 
incoming ice. Ruby let the ice evaporate, filling the space between 
them with fog. 


"I expected better-" Salem cut off abruptly, eyes wide, as she dodged 
backwards. A super chilled scythe blade slashed across the empty air. 



Snarling, Ruby followed up with a series of fluid strikes aimed at 
separating Salem's head or limbs from her body. 

The Queen slipped back and forth between attacks, effortlessly 
dodging all of them. Even as Ruby stepped up the pace, striking 
faster and faster. She could feel her muscles straining as she pushed 
them harder and harder. Well beyond the limits of even a 'normal' 
huntress. Being the sole embodiment of the power of Winter Maiden 
definitely had its perks. 

A near miss sent ice crystals racing across Salem's cheek, the 
freezing air trailing in the wake of Ruby's scythe. An irritated 
frown spread on the Grimm Queen's brow. That was unacceptably close. 
"Enough ! " 

Slashing her hand towards the Huntress, Salem summoned tendrils of 
dark power that wrapped themselves around Ruby. She could feel her 
skin searing as they pulled taut on her limbs, stretching them away 
from her body. Ruby winced as her joints started to pop. 

"I think you've worn out your welcome, little soul. At first you were 
at least interesting enough to make up for the problems you caused. 
But now you're just an _aggravation_, " Salem spit out. 

"Glad I can finally get under your skin, " Ruby shot back, unwilling 
to give Salem the satisfaction of the last word, "Or whatever you 
have that passes for skin at least. Do human-Grimm bastards even have 
skin?" 

"Such a sharp tongue. No doubt something you picked up from your 
sister. Too bad you never had the chance to finish learning from her. 
Alas, she died like she lived, " Salem taunted. 

A memory of golden hair stained with a mess of liquid red rose to the 
forefront of Ruby's mind, Blake's primal screaming echoing in her 
ears. Something cold and dark settled in deep in her chest, creeping 
outwards . 

"Point lessly, a tiny firecracker existing only but for a brief 
moment . " 

A silver eye suddenly flecked with crimson glared down at the Grimm 
Queen. A freezing wind swirled around the Huntress. "Mention Yang 
again, and I swear I will make you choke on your tongue after I cut 
it out . " 

"I think I hit a nerve. Well, perhaps the Eaunus Blake would have 
been a better role model for you, " Salem continued on, unaware as 
dark clouds started to fill the sky. 

"Then again, didn't Ms. Belladona sacrifice everything and still fail 
to change anything?" 

Pleading words betweent screams and nightmares. Shattered glass and 
twisted limbs. 

"Stop. Stop talking," Ruby bit out. 

Salem smiled; a twisted, sadistic grin, "But there's one more member 
of the now defunct Team RWBY, isn't there?" 



Ruby ground her teeth together, biting down hard enough on her lip to 
draw blood. A hateful blood red eye glared at from beneath her 
equally crimson hair. Oh how she wanted nothing more than rip her 
eyes from her inhuman skull. 

"The spoiled." 

Porcelain skin and hot, sticky blood. Silky, snow hair slipping from 
her hands. And guilt. So much guilt and hatred she could barely see 
straight . 

Snow began to drift down from the black 
clouds . 

"Cold-hearted. " 

Guilt, rage, and despair burst through Ruby's veins, beating a rough, 
painful tempo in her brain alongside the furious pumping of her 
heart. Her destroyed eye pulsed harshly, a spot of fiery pain at the 
edge of her skull. 

"infamous Ice Queen, Weiss Schnee. Such a useful tool. Pity she died. 
Just another victim of the Crimson Reaper, " Salem finished, 
practically gorging herself on the raw emotions emanating of the last 
Huntress. Steeped in agonizing thoughts, the woman was practically a 
delicacy present to the Queen on a silver platter. 

However, in her lust for negative emotion, the Grim Queen may have 
overextended herself. 

"SHUT UP ! " 

Jagged shards of ice exploded out of Ruby, shredding through the dark 
tendrils that bound her. She was on top of the so called Queen in the 
blink of an eye. Crescent Rose at the ready. The blade ripped through 
the air and a pale arm fell to the ground. 

The dismemberment happened so quickly, Salem never even felt the 
slice or the pain that should have followed. Instead she only felt 
the prickling numbness of ice creeping its way into her body from the 
wound. The Queen vanished into an inky portal, reappearing across the 
rooftops of Vale in an instinctual effort to put distance between her 
and this greater predator she'd unwittly unleashed. 

Ruby was having none of that. The woman followed her quarry, a 
murderous gleam in her eye and Crescent Rose already swinging back 
around to finish off Salem. The air crackled with the raw eldritch 
power Ruby channeled through the blade. It normally took so much 
effort to even create a few shards of ice but the unending rage 
burning through her body made it all feel so easy now. 

A slash of her scythe cut through a desperate blast of dark energy. 
Ice exploded into existence from the tiny gash Crescent Rose cut in 
the rooftop. The time it took Ruby to bring her beloved weapon back 
around cost her the initiative as Salem summoned her own weapon, a 
dual bladed staff materializing in her remaining hand from the inky 
darkness that made up the Grimm. 


The two weapons clashed amid the freezing air, before separating and 



then slamming into each other again and again as the two warriors 
searched for an opening. With each blow from Crescent Rose, ice 
spread over the surface like a plague. And each strike from Salem 
came backed by the unholy energy the Queen herself embodied. 

To the untrained eye, the battle was nothing more than a blur of 
crimson and black as the two blades clashed. Frost raced across the 
ground only to be incinerated by the foulest energy of the 
world . 

With a growl Ruby spun away from their exchange, slamming the base of 
her scythe into Salem's stomach. The Queen wheezed and doubled over. 
Her jaw slammed shut, black blood spitting from behind purple lips, 
as Ruby hinged Crescent Rose upward, knocking Salem into the air. 
Anticipation surged through the Huntress at the sight of her opponent 
hanging vulnerable. 

A click of Crescent Rose's trigger and a loud bang sent the scythe 
slashing across the exposed woman's body. Ice instantly froze the 
wound close, even exploding from Salem's back in sharp, gore-covered 
chunks . 

Bubbling gasps escaped uncontrollably from Salem, white hot pain 
clashing with the ever spreading chill in both her arm and torso. Her 
knees started to give and she felt her legs crumble. 

Ruby's one eye narrowed. She raised her hand towards Salem abruptly, 
clenching her fist tight. Icicles the size of her scythe sprouted 
from the ground, catching Salem through the chest and suspending her 
in the air like a macabre sculpture. By Dust, the sound of the 
Queen's barely suppressed scream was practically musical to her 
ears . 

Hooking Crescent Rose's blade around the back of Salem's neck. Ruby 
stalked forwards. "I warned you. Don't underestimate me." 

Despite her excruciating circumstances , Salem let out a weak chuckle, 
"Indeed. It seems like you've made a fool of me, little soul. Your 
mother would be so proud." 

Crescent Rose bit through the skin with a sudden tug, drawing a 
grimace from Salem. A single red eye glared into Salem's, already 
surround by a glowing white halo as Ruby unconsciously drew on her 
wintery power. 

"You don't get to talk about her," she snarled, "Or about my 
team . " 

"My mistake, clearly, " Salem agreed. Ruby jolted back in surprise, 
"I'll be sure not to make that mistake again. You are so similar to 
her though. It's quite sickening, really." 

"Wait. What do you mean, again?" Ruby asked, her grip on Crescent 
Rose tightening, "Do you really think I'm just going to let you walk 
away now?" 

Salem scoffed, "Of course not. I expect you to try and kill me-" 

"Of course I'm going to kill you. I've never been more sure of 
anything else in my life." 



"So hasty. I said try. I never said you would succeed, " Salem 
finished, a satisfied grin spreading across her lips. 

Blistering heat grew beneath Ruby's boots and reality started to tear 
as Salem summoned her vile energy beneath their feet in one final, 
no-holds-barred attack against the Huntress. A high pitched scream 
shattered the air. Ruby's eye widened. 

In lieu of a response. Ruby merely pulled the trigger on Crescent 
Rose again. The blade sliced through Salem's neck effortlessly, 
sending her head toppling. But it was too late to halt the giant 
glyph beneath them. Ruby tried to turn and dash away, channeling part 
of her Semblance and her Maiden powers- 

-And Ruby's world exploded into soul crushing torment. A tsunami of 
raw negative emotion, the very thing the monstrous Grimm were drawn 
to and made of, collapsed over the Huntress. Her body tore itself 
apart, unable to handle the physical embodiment of negativity, baring 
her soul to a literal concoction of rage, anguish, and terror. 

Every single bad or unhappy moment in her life rushed past her on 
unending loop, the negative emotions in them amplified and 
overpowering. She felt abandoned, betrayed, and burning hatred with 
no target to vent it on. She saw every single death she'd witnessed, 
their faces searing themselves into her brain but none more so than 
those of her former friends and family. 

Beneath the torture, another feeling slowly grew. Regret. A desire to 
have done things differently. She could've been a better Huntress, a 
better fighter, or just a better person. The guilt grew to overpower 
everything else. 

Right as she felt her mind reach its limit and shatter, one last 
coherent thought slipped through. 'I wish I could've fixed it.' 

And suddenly the pain was gone. 

Trembling, her body wracked by phantom memory of heart stopping 
agony. Ruby slowly opened her eyes and blinked blearily. Flickering 
orange and yellow lights sat out of focus in front of her face. She 
tried to blink through the haze, unsuccessfully . 

Growling in the back of her throat. Ruby sat up and struggled with 
her exhausted arms, bringing her hands up to rub at her eyes- 

Wait a second. 

Eyes ? ! 

Ruby frantically felt for the scar that should have cut from her edge 
of her hairline down to kiss her upper lip only to find smooth, 
unbroken skin. She fingered at the eye socket itself, watching her 
own digit coming closer for the first time in years and wincing as 
she poked herself with a mumbled, "Ouch." 

It was real. Ruby had an actual, real eye again. No, it was more than 
that. She closed her eyes briefly, running through a check of her own 
body. Every single ache and pain she could remember carrying for the 
last twelve years had vanished. A weight lifted from she shoulders as 



she slumped back down into a completely horizontal position 
again . 


Amazed at the seemingly miraculous restoration of her body. Ruby's 
rather well trained reflexes barely caught movement to her side. Ruby 
rolled to the side, pressing off with her hands to launch herself to 
her feet. Flicking her wrist habitually. Ruby landed on her toes 
waiting for Crescent Rose's hilt to slip into her hands. 

a€ 1 And she kept waiting. Ruby glanced to the side as she flicked her 
wrist again, surprised to find her normally gloved hand completely 
bare. In fact, her entire arm was uncovered. A breeze brushed along 
the bare skin of her shoulders, uncovered by the familiar weight of 
her cloak or her equipment belts. 

Well, that's just odd. 

The absence of all her normal Huntress gear finally registered with 
her bamboozled mind. Looking down, she saw only a black tank top and 
rose covered pajama pants. Ruby swore the last time she wore any of 
this was when she'd been a teenager. 

A loud sound drew her attention again. Shifting her view forward. 

Ruby tensed her body in preparation to launch forward into a 
bone-cracking blow. Only to find a sight before her that sapped every 
bit of her combat 

Tears, relief driven tears, welled up at the edges of her newly 
restored vision as her mouth dropped wide open. 

"Yang . . . ? " 

Her sister, her amazing, protective, and very, _very_ dead older 
sister lay sleeping in front of her, golden hair tossed wildly across 
the pillow beneath her head. 

This day had just gone from interesting, skipped right passed 
incredibly, and stopped on downright impossible. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>The origin for this little piece of fiction is inspired 
in part due to <span>Remnant ' s Reclaimer<span> by Hysterical Clerical 
Hijinks and Harry Potter and the Nightmares of Futures Past by 
S ' TarKan as well as my own obsession with all things time travel. 
Enjoy the result of my unending addication to RWBY and my innate 
desire to take ideas and run with them. And people warned you that 
running with scissors was dangerous.** 

* *Disclaimer : Assume anything you recognizes belongs to Roosterteeth 
while just enjoy playing with their toys.** 

**Overlord Swarm departs.** 


2 . Chapter 1 - Homecoming 

**I've been politely ordered to do this at knife point so... 
><strong>* *Brief spoiler warning here, thought it should be fairly 



obvious with a time travel story. None the less, if you haven't 
watched all the way through Volume 3, you're going to have a bad 
time . ** 

**Now, on with the show.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Chapter 1 - Homecoming<strong> 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Ruby reached forward hesitantly, jolting slightly as Yang snorted 
before rolling over again. Slowly, oh so slowly. Ruby twisted her 
fingers in Yang's soft hair.<p> 

She was _real_. 

Her dead sister was sleeping right in front of her, impossibly alive 
and well. And so young looking. Ruby noticed as she blinked through 
her tears. Yang looked almost pristine, unblemished by the endless 
number of scars she gathered over their missions during the 
war . 

Ruby poked at Yang's cheek disbelievingly , touching the spot she knew 
should've been mottled by branded scars in the shape of the White 
Fang's infamous logo. Or the thin line that should've run down Yang's 
lips. The one she always said made her feel like a pirate. It was as 
if someone had wiped the slate clean. 

Yang grumbled, reaching up with her right hand to bat at whatever was 
tickling her face. Ruby expected to hear the whir of the mechanical 
limb moving, her practiced ear ready to assess if her sister needed 
any maintenance done on the prosthetic. Instead an honest to Dust, 
flesh and bone hand appeared from Yang's far side, swatting sleepily 
at her flabbergasted little sister's hand. 

"Stop it, Zweia€ 1 Try'na sleep," Yang muttered, rolling over and 
covering her face with a curtain of gold. 

Ruby stared, transfixed by the sound of a voice she hadn't heard in 
what felt like forever. Warm tears finally broke free and slipped 
down her cheeks. Other noises started to filter into her shell 
shocked brain as her subconscious assessed the area; snores, hums, 
and the occasional sniffle. 

Tearing her eyes from her sister. Ruby finally glanced around the 
room. It was a large, open hall, filled to brim with sleeping kids. 
Teenagers barely at the edge of actually being adults, all in varying 
states of undress. The blurry lights Ruby saw came into focus, small 
candles ringing the longer walls of the room between massive floor to 
ceiling windows. 

Ruby recognized it in a heartbeat. Beacon's ballroom, not a festering 
nest of Grimm like she'd last seen it but intact and still beautiful. 
Her finger nails bit into the skin of her palm hard enough that 
pinpricks of warm blood welled up. 


How on Remnant was that even possible? The Beacon Ruby knew was so 
infested by Creatures of Grimm that even she avoided traveling near 



it. The abominations turned the entire campus into a spawning pool 
for more of their kind. Vale itself was nothing more than a desolate 
hunting ground, and the refugees who tried to still attempted to live 
there were naught but glorified prey. 

In the end. Atlas had elected to declare Vale a black level danger 
zone, the highest possible alert level which designated an area 
beyond hope of reclamation or human habitation. As far as they were 
concerned. Vale belonged to the Grimm and no one else. Clearly, 
however, this was not the Vale Ruby knew. 

Her eyes roamed over the students, instinctively looking for those 
she knew best. Jaune, clad again in his old, baby-blue onesie instead 
of his standard mass of plate armor. Blake curled up beneath one of 
the candles with a book by her hand. Poor Pyrrha's bright red hair 
glowing in the dim light. The pink and green of Nora and Ren next to 
each other in a corner. And then a quick glimpse of a head covered in 
snowy white hair. 

Ruby's heart beat hard against her ribs and each breath came as a 
desperate gasp. Her mind struggled to process what she was seeing. 

Her eye, Yang, Beacon, and now this? It was too much. She clapped a 
hand over her mouth. Way too much. 

She sprinted for the doors, zipping between all sleeping bodies and 
leaving only a trail of rose petals to drift softly behind her. Even 
her Semblance felt sluggish as bile rose in her throat. 

In her rush. Ruby missed the pair of blue eyes that popped open as 
she dashed past . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The doors to Beacon's main hall creaked and a silent red blur 
shot out of the ballroom into the courtyard, making a beeline for the 
nearest bush. Upon arriving. Ruby promptly emptied the entire 
contents of her stomach onto the grass. <p> 

Stars danced in her swimming vision. Her miraculously restored 
vision. She wiped at her lips with a trembling hand, spitting some of 
the foul taste from her mouth. She couldn't actually be alive. None 
of them should be there. Gasps escaped from her frantically and Ruby 
forced herself to take one slow breath, digging her nails further 
into the soft flesh of her palm. 

Focus on the pain and control your breathing. Normal inhale, long 
exhale. In and out, nice and easy. A panicking soldier was a dead 
soldier . 

The tension pulling at her chest slowly started to fade, though the 
occasional shudder still sent her limbs spasming. As she regathered 
control of her own body, the sickly smell of vomit finally started to 
waft into her noise. Suppressing a dry heave. Ruby weakly stood and 
managed to sway the few steps to the outer wall of the ballroom. She 
pressed her back against the cool granite, sliding down into a 
sitting position and staring up at the starry night sky. 

The completely shattered face of the moon stared back down at her. 

The moon hadn't been in that phase the night before. Of course, the 
night before she'd been running for her life from the Atlesian army. 



her dead friends and Beacon itself nothing more than memories she'd 
tried to forget about in countless ways. 


So, altogether, the phase of the moon probably wasn't the strangest 
thing about this. Still, it drove home the point that everything had 
changed now. 

A buzzing against her leg pulled Ruby from her thoughts. She fumbled 
with the pocket of her pajamas, pulling out the slender form of her 
Scroll. The communicat ion device expanded, displaying a text message 
from ' Dad ' . 

What caught her attention, however, was the date. Specif ically , the 
year. 79th year of the New Age, eighty years since the Great War. 
Which made things a little strange considering the last time Ruby 
checked the date, it had been the 91st year. 

Twelve years. She couldn't have actually jumped back twelve years. 

Her hands started to tremble again. It just wasn't possible. But then 
again, she didn't exactly have another good explanation for a room 
full of once dead friends and family. Either this was the hell she'd 
damned herself to as a Huntress during the war or she did indeed 
travel through time. Ruby honestly wasn't sure which answer she 
preferred . 


"a€lRuby?" A quiet voice asked right next to her ear as a hand touch 
her shoulder. 

"Gah! " 

Startled, she yelped and grabbed the offending wrist. A hard yank 
pulled the target off balance and she lashed out with a reverse 
sweeping kick right into their ankle joints. 

At least, it was supposed to be a sweep kick. Her fifteen year old 
self's leg was nowhere near flexible enough and Ruby ended up 
smacking the back of her knee into the front of her assailant's 
shin . 

"Oh crap!" The voice said as a larger body collapsed on top of her, 
turning them into a pile of tangled limbs. Ruby groaned as her head 
collided painfully with the stone walkway. She looked up at the 
person on top of her, meeting blue eyes framed by medium length blond 
hair . 

"Jaune?" she asked, wincing as her skull throbbed. 

"Oh Dust Ruby. I'm really, really, _really_ sorry," Jaune fumbled 
out, "Please don't kill me with your giant gun scythe thing." 

"I'm not going to kill you with Crescent Rose, Jaune," Ruby groaned, 
resting her head gently against the ground. The chilled cobblestone 
felt amazing to her newly born headache. 

Speaking of her baby, where was Crescent Rose and the rest of her 
gear? After the beginning moments during the Fall of Beacon, she'd 
learned to never go anywhere without being armed. 

"Oh thank you, thank you!" 



Ruby racked her brain, trying to call back the memories from her time 
at Beacon. "Oh right, because Crescent Rose is in my locker. I'd have 
to run there and back first." 

"a€l And then you'll kill me?" Jaune asked hesitantly. 

"Probably, " she shot back, with that little half smile she made just 
for him to let him know when she was joking, warmth spreading in her 
chest at the familiar moment. Jaune was the last surviving friend she 
had, and it had been weeks since she'd last had a chance to see him. 
She waited for his smirk back at her. 

Instead, Jaune just stared with eyes wide as he contemplated the 
upcoming end of his existence. 

Her grin promptly vanished as she realized _this_ Jaune couldn't read 
her emotions like a book. _This _Jaune never had that back and forth 
friendship with her. Well, that thought sucked all the pleasant 
feelings away. 

"Jaune, do ya ' mind getting off my boobs?" 

"What?" The blond knight asked before glancing down. His cheeks grew 
hot as he realized he'd stabilized himself by grabbing onto her 
chest. He yanked his hands back like they were on fire. "Sorry!" 

The young man scrambled off her, looking at her out of the corner of 
his eye like a skittish animal as he edged towards the door. Ruby 
took her time sitting up, probing at the back of her head for any 
open wound. 

"It's okay, Jaune. It was an accident . Stuff happens, ya ' know? I'm 
not going to filet you with my sweetheart for it, " she said. Her 
fingers came back clean of any blood. With any luck she wouldn't have 
a concussion either. She paused as a thought came to her. 

"Though I can't really say the same for Yang. She's really protective 
of her 'baby' sister," Ruby said as she smiled at him with lidded 
eyes and blew him a fake kiss, "Not sure what she'd think finding 
someone trying to take advantage of her sweet, innocent, little 
Rubbles in the middle of the night. She might get a littlea€l fired 


Jaune gaped at her, blood draining from his face. He slumped down 
against the wall next to Ruby. "I'm too young and pretty to 
diea€ 1 " 

"You'd live. You've survived through worse," Ruby said casually, 
freezing as she realized she'd been thinking of Commander Jaune Arc, 
The Shield of Remnant and all around dork, not Jaune Arc, teenage boy 
and still all around dork. 

"Uh- I mean, it can't be any worse thanaC 1 than when your mother 
locked you in your room with your sisters," she stuttered out. Crap, 
more memories she shouldn't know about yet. "Or when your sisters 
braided your hairaC 1 Ora€ 1 Or you know what, I'm just gonna' stop 
talking now, okay? Okay." 


He looked at her oddly "How did you know I had sisters?" 



"Would you believe a super lucky guess? Or, uh, that I have a 
telepathic Semblance?" Ruby asked weakly, pulling her knees up to her 
chin . 

"A tele-what ' s it?" 

"A Semblance? You know, the embodiment of your aura in the real 
world?" Ruby explained, turning to look at Jaune, a touch puzzled, 
"That kind of Semblance?" 

"Oh right, that. Yeah, I definitely, totally know what that is. Psh, 
easy stuff." He paused for a second. "What's aura?" 

Ruby gaped at her former comrade. She had to have heard that wrong. 
"What?" 

"What's that aura thing you mentioned again?" he asked, his face the 
picture of honest curiosity. 

"You don't know what aura is?" she asked, dumbfounded. 

She knew Jaune snuck his way into Beacon with a doctored up 
transcript. That was one of the first things he'd admitted to her 
when they'd started traveling together with Ren and Nora after the 
Fall of Beacon. Later on, during the middle of the war, they'd always 
spend time between missions sharing stories about the simpler times, 
tales of sibling pranks or embarrassing parents. Just stupid things 
they did as kids that they could now look back at and laugh about. It 
made a very dark reality a bit lighter. 

The fact that the past version of her last living friend and her 
closest confidant was completely and utterly ignorant of even the 
most basic of Huntsman abilities? Jaune had never quite explained the 
situation that way in his stories. 

"I am so screwed," Ruby groaned softly, dropping her head against her 
knees . 

"Is that a no on the whole explanation thing?" 

"Aura's the power of our soul, it separates us from the Grimm. It 
makes us stronger and helps us fight, " Ruby said, her worlds muffled 
by her knees. "Oh and it protects you too. Tries to keep you from 
dying. That's probably the best part." 

Jaune nodded along with her. "Right. Got it. Not dying sounds 
useful . " 

"It is- Wait a minute," Ruby said, head popping up to peer at Jaune 
closely, "If you don't know what Aura is, then who unlocked it for 
you? " 

"You have to unlock Aura? Oh man, I'm never going to remember all 
this, " Jaune moaned. 

Ruby was flabbergasted. Jaune, the walking ocean of aura who 
quadrupled even her impressive reserves as an adult, was sitting next 
to her with locked aura. With their deadly dangerous Initiation to 
Beacon tomorrow. She was not about to let her best friend die. 



To her side, Jaune was still midway through his panic session. "Does 
ita€ 1 Does it unlock with like a key ora€ 1 ? Do you think I have time 
to find a key before Initiation tomorrow? Oh crap I'm never going to 
have time to find one by tomorrow. Ruby, you gotta' help me." 

Jaune cut himself off when Ruby placed a hand on his cheek and her 
other palm flat on his chest. She stared at him closely, and Jaunce 
swore her eyes started to glow. 

"Uh, Ruby? Why are you holding my head?" He asked cautiously. 

"Shh. I'm going to help, and I'm concentrat ing . " 

His eyebrow raised. "Concentrating on what-?" 

"I said, _Shh_, " she repeated with a quick glare. "Close your 
eyes . " 

"OaClkay. If you say so." Jaune shut his eyes. With a quick breath. 
Ruby focused her aura through her hands and let it search for Jaune ' s 
soul . 

"For it is through our legacy that we create immortality, " she said, 
dredging up the memory of when Qrow unlocked her own aura. She let 
small tendrils of her very soul seep through her skin and into Jaune. 
"In legacy, we become a source of strength and hope." 

"Unstoppable in life, and unforgotten in death. I release your soul 
and place this legacy upon thee, " Ruby finished. She pushed her own 
aura across the tenuous connection, sending a jolt of power rippling 
through Jaune ' s body. 

A brisk chill spread through Jaune ' s chest, not quite uncomfortable 
but definitely disconcert ing . Suddenly somewhere deep inside him, he 
felt a growing warmth that ran through his very blood from his heart 
to the tips of his fingers. It gave him strength, and melded with the 
cold suffusing his body. 

His eyes snapped open and he noticed his skin was glowing faintly in 
the night air. "Whoa. That wasaC 1 That was justaC 1 What was 
that ? " 

"_That_ was me unlocking your aura. What you're feeling is the 
mountain's worth of aura you have flowing through your entire body on 
its own now, " Ruby explained. 

"So that meansaCl?" 

"It means you'll be ready for tomorrow's Initiation no problem!" She 
said, tweaking his nose with a single finger. "You'll have to train 
how to use it, but just having your aura unlocked makes you hit 
harder and lets you get hit harder. It'll keep you safe." 

"Wow, that's awesome. You're amazing. Ruby." 

"Nah, I just wanted to help out a friend, " she said, smiling at 
him. 

Still, it didn't make sense. Jaune had his aura unlocked the first 
time she saw him after Initiation. Someone _had_ to have unlocked it 



for him. She watched Jaune flex his hands experimentally, exploring 
the new way his body felt as she pondered her hazy memories of the 
past . 

"But who could'vea€l" Ruby mumbled to herself before trailing off as 
her eyes went wide. 

Pyrrha. The only person Jaune was so tight lipped about in the 
future, and with good reason. None of JNPR ever really healed from 
her death. No wonder Jaune never told her about what most have been a 
special moment between them if she had unlocked his aura. It was 
practically sharing your soul with someone. 

Oh crap. That meant if she actually had traveled back in time, she 
just threw a massive wrench into the timeline by unlocking Jaune ' s 
aura herself. 

"Do you really think I'm ready for tomorrow?" His question caused her 
to jump. 

"Uh, yeah, don't worry about it, Jaune. It's not that big a deal! 

Just go with the flow and it'll all work out," Ruby said with the 
brightest smile she could muster for him, before adding under her 
breath. "Hopefullya€ 1 " 

The blond boy looked at her dubiously. "You sure?" 

"Yeah! Totally! Probably. Maybe? Okay, not the biggest vote of 
confidence but everything will be fine!" Ruby assured him, while 
internally panicking whether her actions may have just torn a hole in 
the fabric of reality. 

Dust, she was worse at this time travel stuff then she thought. She 
prayed she hadn't changed anything that would stop Pyrrha from 
teaming up with Jaune. That could end badly. Very badly. 

"Okay, if you say so, " Jaune allowed, resting his head against the 
stone wall, "So, as much as I appreciate it you helping me, and it's 
a lot mind you, why ' re you out here anyway? Instead of, you know, 
sleeping? " 

Ruby hesitated, poking her fingers together. Part of her wanted 
nothing more than to spill everything, tell Jaune exactly what she'd 
seen over the past twelve years. To confide both her darkest fears 
from the future yet to come and the terrifying but growing light of 
hope at seeing her friends alive and intact. 

The other part reminded her, yet again, this wasn't the Jaune she 
knew. Not exactly, he was still the same basic person, but 
untempered, untested. A blade still in progress. Plus, she'd sound 
completely crazy. There's no way he'd believe her. She barely even 
believed it herself. 

So she settled for a half truth, the smallest lie she could make. "I 
couldn't sleep. I just had a bad dream. A nightmare, really." 

"Do you want to talk about it? I feel like I owe you some help, " He 
offered. She shrugged, so he cautiously rested a hand on her shoulder 
and gave her a soft smile. "I might not look it, but I'm pretty good 
with bad dreams. I've got seven sisters, I practically have a 



doctorate in dreamyology . " 


Despite herself. Ruby snorted. "I don't think that's a real 
thing . " 

"Nah, it totally is," Jaune said dismissively , "I've got the degree 
to prove it. Crayon drawn and everything by my baby sister." 

That pulled an outright laughed from her, one she had to stifle with 
a hand lest she wake people in the ball room behind them. 

"Seriously though," Jaune said as she held back her giggles, "I've 
only known you a day and I can tell something's bugging you. How can 
I help?" 

Ruby shrank in on herself. If she pretended it was all just a dream, 
she could tell him. That wouldn't be too bad. The bigger question was 
how could she boil down years of war and conflict into a bad 
dream? 

"It saw a lot of bad things. People were hurt, or dying. My friends. 
My family. Everyone I ever met or remembered, until at the end it was 
just me, " she started, hesitating every so often with a little 
sniffle. "It was all my fault. I wasn't fast enough or strong enough 
to save anyone. I'm just not good enough!" 

Her voice rose as she spoke, with the final statement echoing loudly 
through the empty night air of the courtyard. Not good enough. Not 
nearly good enough. 

Ruby instinctively winced as she felt a hand drop onto her head, 
tamping down her hair trigger reflexes before she ended up hurting 
Jaune again. But as calloused fingers gently ruffled through her 
crimson hair, she felt a familiar sense of ease seeping down through 
her body. The time traveling Huntress closed her eyes for a moment. 
With his aura, a part of his soul really, leaking from his 
fingertips, the touch just screamed 'Jaune'. 

A small grumble must have slipped past her lips because suddenly 
Jaune ' s hands froze. She whimpered. "Please, don't stop." 

"Sorry," His hand started moving again. He chuckled, "I do this all 
the time for my sisters when they have bad dreams. I guess all you 
little sisters are the same." 

"Are not," she muttered petulantly. It didn't stop her from leaning 
into his hand. 

"Right." He responded, taunting her with the way he drew out each 
syllable. She hissed him playful, baring her canines. "Now that 
you're smiling, I'm going to deal with your dream." 

"I don't think you can just fix-" Ruby started. Jaune cut her off 
with a raised hand. 

"Ah-ahaha. Which one of us has a doctorate in dream-imat ics ? " he 
asked in a snooty tone. 

"But that's not even what you said befor-" his hand closed over her 
mouth, silencing her. 



"Hush. Dream doctor Jaune is working," he responded condescendingly . 
Ruby glared at him over top of his fingers. Something warm and 
dripping pressed itself against his palm, which he snatched away. 
"Ugh, did you just lick me?" 

"Yep! " 

He wiped the drool off on the leg of his onesie. "You know, I feel 
like I really shouldn't be surprised by that." 

He sighed, "Seriously though. Okay, so you saw all these bad things 
happen in your dream. But they haven't happened in real life yet, all 
your friends and family are okay, right?" 

Ruby nodded silently, and Jaune took it as his cue to continue. "So 
since they're all okay, that means you've got the chance to make 
things better before anything bad can happen to them for real, 
right ? " 

This time, he got a confused look in response. "What do you 
mean? " 


"Well. In your dream, you weren't good enough to save everyone, 
yeah?" Jaune explained, "But now you can train. You can make yourself 
stronger and faster and good enough that you can stop anything from 
happening. Does that make sense?" 

If he was expecting a response, he was most definitely disappointed. 
Ruby simply stared at Jaune with wide, silvery eyes. 

"Okay, so I thought it made sense at least, " he mumbled to himself as 
he pulled at the material on the legs of his pajamas awkwardly. 

But Ruby's mind was elsewhere, racing as fast as her Semblance. Jaune 
was right. If she really was in the past, she could change things. 

She could make things better. She could make sure everyone actually 
survived this time around. Even if it meant digging through memories 
she hated, it would be worth it . 

"Jaune, you are a GENIUS!" Ruby proclaimed, knocking the poor boy to 
the side as she wrapped her arms around his neck in a surprise 
hug . 

"I am? I mean, of course. Yeah, totally a genius. That's me," he 
said, laughing uncertainly, "a€l Do you wanna' remind me how exactly 
I'm a genius ? " 

"You're totally right, I can make things better. I can _be_ better," 
Ruby rambled on, more to herself than Jaune, "But I gotta' figure out 
what I need to change first. Which means I have to remember 
everything that happened. But still, this is completely 
_awesome_. " 

Someone, or something, had given her a second chance . And she was 
going to use it to cheat her butt off. She knew what would happen and 
when, so she could make sure to be there to change everything for the 
better. But first, she had an Initiation to prepare for. Some things 
were better off happening very similarly to how they did her first 
time around, so she was going to take steps to ensure nothing 



deviated from her script. 


Jaune stared at the redhead as she unlatched from his neck, quite 
literally jumping up and down with excitement. "I feel like I'm 
missing something here." 

"Thanks Jaune, you're always the best help," Ruby gushed. Without 
thinking, she pressed her lips to his cheek before using her 
Semblance and sprinting off across Beacon's campus. 

Jaune sat stock still against the wall as rose petals drifted in the 
air, numbly touching his cheek. He could still feel the warmth. 

"Yeah, I'm probably still dreaming. Definitely still dreaming. I'm 
going to wake up tomorrow and this will all be just a dreama€ 1 I 
hope . " 

He started to head back into the Ball Room, only for a thought to 
occur to him. "Oh Dust, her older sister really _is_ going to kill me 
now . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>And there we go. Ruby's already making inadvertent 
changes to the timeline. Because what fun is time travel if you don't 
mess with things ?<strong> 

**For the most part, I'm going to let my chapters slowly answer most 
of the questions I've gotten in reviews. Suffice it to say that I 
like to drop hints like breadcrumbs. Lots of little details sprinkled 
everywhere for those with keen eyes.** 

**One main thing I do want to address here, is the fear of Ruby being 
over powered. Right now. Ruby has all the knowledge, skills, and 
reflexes of her 27 year self and all the short comings of her 15 year 
old body. That's not a great combo for reasons you can see even in 
this chapter. In addition, she's basically been pulled straight out 
of a very brutal war. That does things to the psyche that are going 
to have a big effect as well.** 

**When it comes to her Maiden powers she displayed in the prologue, I 
don't want to give too much away. There will be more information on 
that soon, but let's say there are specific circumstance surrounding 
it. In the end, the point remains** 

**I'm also a little amazed by the response here, but that's mainly 
because I expected this to die a quiet death. Either way, thank you 
everyone for the support!** 

**Edit: Despite Jaune ' s large presence in this chapter, this is still 
most definitely a White Rose relationship. However, it is also going 
to be a slow burn romance that's a part of the overall plot. Jaune 
has his own very important place as a secondary character. But Weiss 
will be featuring heavily in upcoming chapters with Initiation, to 
all of you who can't wait for the Weissicle to make her 
appearance . * * 

**Overlord Swarm departs.** 


End 
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